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Bella Tuscany 


Author's Notes: 

This is a birthday story for coldlikedeath, and only two days late, too boot! This is set in the same universe as 
my other Geddy/Neil stories, \"Syncopations,\" \"Old Whisky and Warm Leather,\" and \"Fine Wine and Worn 
Flannel\" The time period is the mid- to late-\'"0s. 


| stretch and blink rapidly and try not to yawn as the vintner drones on. He's speaking English, but for all | 
understand, he might as well speak his native Italian. It's all | can do to even pretend to listen, much less 


actually take anything in. 


| glance around and try not to get irritated. Geddy and Alex are locked in rapt attention as he goes on about 
the soil, the climate, and other sorts of agricultural minutiae. | know its irrational, but | still cant shake the 
nagging suspicion that they're faking it. No one could be that intrigued by fruit. | like my scotch, but | don't 
need to hear who farmed the malt, or where the oak trees that made up the barrels were grown. Charlene 
invited me to go into town with her, but unfortunately, the only thing | care less about than wine is shopping, 


so | opted to socialize with the Bobbsey Twins instead. 


| can't blame Geddy for dragging me into this, though. | have no one to blame but myself. Geddy and Alex had 
originally planned this trip to just be the two of them, just like the trip they took to Napa. The problem is that 
my sense of jealousy wouldn't let him go gracefully. Why did Geddy's best friend also have to be his ex? 


I'd tried to cage the green-eyed monster before the Napa trip. | worked so hard to be nonchalant. Geddy had 
given me no reason to suspect that anything more was going on than two wine-fanatic friends taking a jaunt to 
California, and | like Alex -- he's one of my best friends. | couldn't imagine either of them deliberately doing 
anything to hurt me. Still, love was a funny thing, and every time | closed my eyes, | could see the two of 
them rolling around wrinkling the high thread-count sheets in a luxury hotel room together. It wasn't a 


particularly appealing image to me. 


If I'd been smart, I'd probably have told him what | was worried about, but despite being what Alex 
affectionately calls a "brainiac," | don't always do the smart thing. Honestly, | was afraid to talk to him. What if 
bringing it up somehow put the idea into his head? Or, worse, what if | tried to talk to him and he admitted 
that he'd been fucking Alex behind my back for years? That would be the worst thing. It's so frightening to 


build your life around something as undependable as another human heart. 


| wasn't able to vent my feelings, but they came out anyway, like dough from one of those cardboard tubes of 
biscuits | used to love when | was young and didn't know any better. They came oozing out in the form of 
snippy comments alternating with the cold shoulder. | knew | was being an asshole even as | was doing it, but | 
couldn't stop myself, like driving on an icy road and feeling the car start to skid. By the time he left for Napa, 
we were barely on speaking terms. He only called me twice the whole time he was gone, claiming that his cell 
phone didn't get good reception out there in wine country. | don't know if that was true, or if he just didn't feel 
like talking to me. 


When he got home | showered him with all the love and affection I'd withheld before he left, and | was able to 
pull our relationship back from the brink of disaster, but | had no desire to go through all that again Maybe 

the edges would be too tattered to mend the next time. Something inside me (centuries of WASP-ish reticence 
passed down, generation to generation?) still won't let me confess my fears to him, so | hit upon the next-best 


solution: | would accompany them to Italy. 


| ambushed them with the idea when we were out to dinner with Alex and Charlene, and she latched on to it 
right away. Alex looked daggers at me, but | was able to sell it as a romantic getaway, so there was basically 
no way he could refuse with his wife beaming next to him. Yesterday we all boarded a plane at Pearson 


International and touched down in sunny Italy. 


So far, it's been the dullest 24 hours of my life. We haven't even gotten to have vacation sex yet -- when we 
got in, we were both too jet-lagged, and then we'd had to get up early to get out to the vineyard, because 
apparently the grapes will have run away by noon or something. It would almost be worth it to throw Geddy 
directly into Alex's bed, if it meant that | could go home and never have to hear the word ferroir ever again. 


Almost. 


The morning drags on into the afternoon with all the thrill of watching a glacier crawl down a slope. There's a 


bit of relief when we stop for lunch, but then the vintner offers to let Alex and Geddy pick some grapes for 
the harvest. They practically jump out of their shoes to get out to the vines, and | shuffle along behind them, 


not really wanting to believe that we're actually paying good money to go and do someone's work for him. 


We pick grapes all afternoon in the stifling heat, while | try not to feel resentful and left out. They don't do it 
on purpose, but Alex and Geddy have a way of making me (or anyone else, | imagine) feel like a third wheel. 
Yes, Geddy and | have shared a bed for the past 20-odd years, but | still can't break into their tandem orbit. 


This wine passion of theirs is yet another language that they share, a language | don't think I'll ever learn. 


The day is mercifully cut short by a sudden thunderstorm and resulting downpour, so we squelch our soggy 
way back to our rooms for a quick pre-dinner nap and shower. | have to admit, even through my less-than- 
stellar mood, that our accommodations are incredibly charming. The whole thing -- the vineyards and the villa 
and all the surrounding gardens -- used to belong to an aristocratic family, and when that family went broke, 
they sold it to an entrepreneur who turned it into lodging and a boutique winery. Sometimes when that kind of 
thing happens it destroys of soul of the place, but miraculously that hasn't happened here. The owner has 
preserved it as a bright, cool retreat, one filled with the sights, sounds, and smells of the Mediterranean 


countryside. 


Our suite is spacious and overlooks the internal courtyard. The walls are painted a uniform soft white that stil 
glows despite the overcast day, and the furnishings are simple but elegant. As soon as we close the door, 
Geddy rather unceremoniously shucks his clothes, leaving them in a sodden heap in the middle of the floor. He 
runs his fingers through his hair, stopping a moment to pick a bit of a grape leaf out of the ebony whorls. He 
tosses it in the wastepaper basket and smiles at me, his body gleaming alabaster in the green post-storm 


light. 


"l'm gonna take a shower. Wanna join me?" He smiles and wiggles his eyebrows in what I'm sure he thinks is a 
seductive manner. Its completely winning, and | do in fact want to join him, but I'm sunburned and still logy 


from jet-lag and a long day in the heat, so I'm sure I'd be a complete disappointment. 
"I'd love to, but l'm beat. | think a little nap would do me a world of good." 


| see his smile falter for a fraction of a second, and | know he's disappointed. He hides it well, though. | wonder 
how much of our relationship is built on covering up our true feelings, and if we're the only ones like that, or 


if all of humanity is constantly dodging for cover behind one mask or another. Cheery stuff for a vacation 


"All righty, then, suit yourself. Enjoy your boring nap" He pivots, tosses his hair, and sashays out of the room. 
| watch him go (its a view that | very much enjoy), then pick up his damp clothing and lay it out on a chair by 
the window. Why he has to just drop things and walk away from them is beyond me. | know his mother raised 
him better than that. | strip down to my boxer shorts and stretch out on the bed, and a moment later, I'm 


asleep. 


| wake up, and the room is suffused with a rosy sunset light. | hear soft, purring breaths beside me, and | roll 


over to find that Geddy's joined me on the bed, still naked from his shower. | bury my nose in his slightly- 


damp hair and breathe in his shampoo. | may not have been in the mood before, but I'm definitely ready now. | 
put my arm around him and lightly stroke his abdomen as | kiss the side of his neck. He stirs sleepily and lets 
out a soft moan that sends a tingle down my spine. 

"Mmm, that feels nice." 

"There's a lot more where that came from," | reply, and press my erection against his backside. He wiggles a 
little and rolls over to face me, but as he does, he must catch sight of the clock, because he groans and 
props himself up on his elbow. 

"Shit" 

"What?" 

"We overslept. You have to get in the shower and we have to get going. We're gonna be late for dinner." 

"Who cares? Alex and Charlene are usually late anyway. They can wait for us for a change." 

"Yeah, but Giovanni and Vittorio are doing a special dinner and wine pairing for us. ltd be an insult to be late." 
"And they are?" 

"God, you're impossible sometimes. You spent all afternoon with Giovanni, and Vittorio is the head chef here." 


"Giovanni is the vintner?" 


"Yes." He's sounding distinctly irritated now. He knows l'm terrible at names, but he still takes it personally 


every time he has to explain who someone is. He'd save himself a lot of aggravation if he just accepted it. 
"Okay, okay, I'm sorry, | just forgot.” 

"Hmph. It's all right. Just get in the shower, okay? We. Have. To. Go." 

"Fine, I'll be fast." Not wishing to provoke him further, | jump out of bed and rush to the bathroom, lathering 
and rinsing in record time. I'm just toweling off when Geddy bustles in, carrying my suit. He's wearing a tailored 
blazer, light blue oxford shirt, and jeans. 

"Hey, why do | have to wear a suit and you get to wear jeans?" 


He rolls his eyes. "These jeans cost more than your suit, Pratt. And for your information, | look good” 


"Yeah, you do." | reach out for him, but he slaps my hand away. 


"| told you, we don't have time to fool around right now." 


"You're so much fun to travel with, you know that?" He flips me off and leaves the bathroom. | shave and 
dress hurriedly, then join him in the main room, where he sits impatiently in a chair by the door, tapping his 


foot. 
"You ready?" 
Yep" 

"finally. Let's go” 


Without another word, | follow him into the hall and down the stairs into the dining room. Shockingly, Alex and 
Charlene are there waiting for us. (| meant it when | said they were almost always late.) Alex's face splits in a 


wide grin as we sit down at the long mahogany table. 
"Hey, nice of you guys to stop screwing long enough to join us for dinner." 
"Shut up, Lerxst," Geddy grumbles, examining the china pattern 


Alex doesn't miss a beat, nor does his grin falter one iota. "Ooh, excuse me for talking out of turn, Mr. 
Grouch-Ass." Geddy fights it, | can tell, but eventually his mouth twitches into a reluctant smile. Alex takes 
this as an encouraging sign, and soon the two are cackling with laughter as they reminisce about one of their 
Grade Nine teachers, who, apparently, was named Grousash, hence Grouch-Ass. | wish | could make Geddy 
laugh like Alex does, but humor is not my forte. Charlene and | roll our eyes and make "can you believe them?" 


faces at each other, as we've done time and time again. 


Dinner passes more or less pleasantly. Joking around with Alex seems to have lightened Geddy's mood 
considerably, so our conversation is light and unstrained. The food is excellent and the wine is exquisite, even to 
an untrained palate like my own. After we have declared ourselves full to the bursting point the plates are 
cleared and we linger over coffee and cigarettes, Geddy uncharacteristically allowing himself a few puffs. He 


smiles gently at me. 
"Hey, you up for a quick walk?" 

"Where?" 

"The vineyard. | wanna talk to you. 

My heart picks up speed. It's never a good thing when someone says that they need to talk to you. He's going 


to tell me that | don't make him happy any more, and that this is the end. My throat feels tight as | cough up 


an answer. "O-okay, sure." He pats my hand and we push our chairs away from the table. 


"You guys, wait," Alex exclaims, as he starts digging through the breast pocket of his suit jacket. 
"Oh, leave them alone, Alex. Let them go for their walk" 


‘| will, | will, | just want to give them something first." He holds up his wallet, and produces a small square 
object from inside. "Remember, guys, no glove, no love." He tosses the package to me, and | blush as | see that 


it's a condom. 
Geddy makes a face. "I'm not even going to ask why you have that with you at dinner, Lerxst" 
‘Love is in the air, Ged, and you never know when you're gonna need one." 


Geddy sticks his tongue out at Alex, then links arms with me and leads me out onto the veranda, then down 
the stairs and into the vineyard. The vines are trellised higher than my head, and as we walk through the lush 
greenery in the silvery moonlight, | soon lose sight of the villa 


Geddy still hasn't said what he wanted to talk about, and I'm in no hurry to bring it up. | know that | haven't 
been a really sterling partner lately, but | don't need to hear it from him. We stroll along in silence, arm in 
arm. We reach the intersection of a latitudinal and a longitudinal row, and he stops and turns to face me. | bite 
my lip and wait for the axe to fall. He looks up at me for a moment, then pulls me close for a kiss. His lips 


press against mine for a while, then we break apart. 

| hold him close, my arms around his waist, glad to be spared. "What was that for?" 

"I wanted to let you know happy | am that you came on the trip with me." 

"Really? Because I've been kind of a drip, | thought" 

He chuckles under his breath, a silver sound that never fails to heat my blood. "Well, you maybe haven't been 
at your best, but then again, neither have |. But | know that this isn’t exactly your cup of tea, so it means a 
bunch to me that you wanted to be with me enough to put up with it, if that makes any sense.’ 

"I thought maybe you wished it was just you and Alex." 

"Well, | mean, Alex and | have lots of fun together, sure, but | wouldn't be out here with him doing this, now 
would |?" He kisses me again, deeper this time, his tongue gently probing my mouth. My breathing isn't the 
only thing that's hard by the time we separate. 

"Wanna go back to our room?" 

| have a better idea" Geddy's not the most physically prepossessing guy, but he's stronger than he looks, and 


he knows how to use his body better than almost anyone | know. He links his hands behind my neck and shifts 


his weight, leaning backwards, and somehow he draws me lightly to the ground on top of him. (| never have 


understood how he does that sort of thing so effortlessly. | trip over my own feet walking down a level 


sidewalk) 


He grins at me, obviously pleased with himself. | brush a lock of hair back from his forehead and kiss him 


softly. 

"Here? Now?" 

"Sure, why not? Like Alex said, love is in the air, isn't it?" 

| sniff. "Smells more like dirt to me." 

He lightly slaps the side of my head. "Dork. Shut up and make love to me, will you?" 


| don't normally go in for al fresco sex, but with an offer like that, how can | refuse? | run my hands down his 
sides and to his hips, struggling for a moment with his belt until I'm finally able to undo it and unbutton and 
unzip his fly. He's hot and pulsing under my hand, and as | stroke him he lets loose a low, animal growl that 
makes my head spin. | swear, he doesn't even have to touch me, he could make me come just with the sounds 


he makes when l'm pleasuring him. 


Of course, | don't have to test that theory, as he's already undone my trousers and is working them down 
over my hips, along with my boxers. We lay there for a moment, just enjoying the feeling of each other's 
aching flesh. Glorious though that is, though, there are much deeper pleasures awaiting us, and impatience and 
desire soon take over. Geddy tears the condom wrapper open with his teeth, muttering "thanks, Lerxst," then 


rolls it over my cock with agonizing slowness. 


We're lying on the damp, soft earth, naked from the waist down save for dress socks and shoes, and it occurs 
to me that the whole thing is ridiculous and awkward and juvenile, just like the best sex always is. | slowly, 


carefully, relentlessly press myself inside of him, earning me a delicious sigh of happiness from my lover. 


We don't normally use condoms (we've been monogamous for a long time), and the sensation is kind of weird, 
but I'm so keyed-up that I'm halfway glad for the reduced sensation, which is keeping me from spurting like a 
teenager as soon as | make contact. | ease out of him and then back in, beginning a slow, waltzing rhythm, his 


hips meeting mine in counterpoint. 


Condom or no, this is one of the most erotic experiences of my middle-aged life. The scent of the soil and of 
the grapes flood my nose in an almost palpable sensation as Geddy writhes beneath me. His hands grasp at my 
suit jacket and his gasps and little moans fill the warm night air. | have never been more in love than | am in 


this moment. He's my entire world, and | couldn't be happier. 


Geddy's motions and sounds are starting to get more frantic, and | take that as a signal that he's close. | speed 
up my thrusts ever so slightly and grip him, running my fingers over his long, sensitive shaft. He throws his 
head back and howls, and somewhere in the Italian night, something howls back. | feel him twitch in my hand, 


and his hips and back arch violently, wet heat spattering over my hand. l'm not far behind, and the right 
condenses down to an overwhelming gust of pleasure as | spill inside the latex sheath. When | come back to my 
senses, he's kissing me on my forehead, my eyelids, my nose, my mouth. | claim his lips and kiss him back, long 
and hard, then look at his face, beautiful and serene in the moonlight. 

"Thank you, that was amazing." 

"You're pretty amazing yourself, big guy." He grins and ruffles my hair. 


"We're going to be a mess, you know.’ 


"Yeah. We'll have to sneak up to the room and get changed. | think Alex and Char want us to join them for a 
nightcap or ten in the bar." 


| sigh with mock melodrama. "Oh, | suppose. The things we have to do for friendship, you know?" 

"I know, its a cryin’ shame." 

We get up off the ground and rearrange our clothes as best we can. Geddy's able to button his blazer over 
the wet droplets on the front of his shirt, but we're both wrinkled, and there's not much we can do about the 
mud. | go to pull up my pants, when | remember something. 


"Oh, no. What are we going to do about the condom? | don't exactly feel like wearing it into the villa” 


Geddy ponders for a moment, then reaches down and plucks it off of my softening penis. He digs a hole in the 
dirt with the tip of his shoe, drops the condom into the hole, and covers it back up with dirt. 


"Oh, gross." 
"Well, what else are we going to do? Besides, maybe it'll grow a Neil tree.” 
"| don't think you need any more wine, Dear." 


He smiles at me, eyes sparkling. "Need! is a relative term. Shall we do the walk of shame back to our room 


now?" 
"Sure" 


He grasps my hand and we begin to walk back to the villa. | feel so happy and so comfortable that | decide to 
take a step off of the ledge and hope that | can learn how to fly. 


"Ged?" 


"Yeah?" 
"I have something to confess." 
He stops walking and turns to face me, his brow knitting with concern. "What is it?" 


"The reason | wanted to come on the trip? Well, to be honest, it was --"| take a deep breath. It's now or 


never, Bubba. "I'm really jealous of Alex, and | hate it when you go away with him." 
Geddy cocks his head to one side like a confused Labrador Retriever. "Jealous of Alex? But why?" 


"You two have a history. And, well, you just seem to have such a good time together, | worry -- | worry that 
maybe you'd be happier with him." 


"Oh, goodness..." 


| worry that I've said too much, but the words keep coming out. "And you know, he doesn't seem all that eager 


to spend time with Charlene, and | think it's because he'd rather be with you, and maybe he should be." 

He's silent for a moment, then he smiles and rests his hand lightly on my cheek. "You're so silly, Neil," he says, 
softly. "Sure, Alex and | enjoy each other's company, and Alex does act like a henpecked husband, but believe 
me, he's over the moon about Charlene. Just like | am about you. I've loved you for half of my life, and 
nothing's going to change that, | promise." 

"Really?" 


"Really. | swear. Now, since you've gotten that off of your chest, tell me something. Do you actually want to go 


to the Grimaldi vineyards with us Tomorrow, or would you rather go off by yourself To a museum?" 
"The museum," | reply, sheepishly. 


"| thought maybe that would be the case. Would you do me a favor and please, please do that, then? Your face 


was so sour today, | thought the wine would turn into vinegar right then and there." 
"It was that obvious, huh?" 


"Oh, only completely. But that's okay. | like your face anyway." He grins and slips his hand into my back pocket, 


and we resume our walk under the golden Tuscan moon. 


